"Tell me; did he speak of being kept from preach-
ing? "

"He cannot preach in any church. He can preach at
the sweetmeat-seller's. The little boys are sometimes paid
to shout outside when he does so. But then he goes out
and talks to them, and they all become his friends. But
since the beginning of the year even the shouting has
been stopped."

"Ah," he said, "Philotas has done something then, I
heard Timotheus preach before he was driven out of The
City. He was the greatest light that ever shone on me.
His word was like light, the darkness went before it.
Unfortunately, I was only in The City for a week, then.
You heard him often, perhaps?"

"Yes, Prince, when I was little. I was his parishioner,
I feel that I owe everything to him. He is the greatest
living soul."

"You are lucky," he said, "to have heard Timotheus
often. I only have his writings, but I carry those with
me wherever I go. Which do you like of the writings?"

"I only know the Evening Hywm, the Prayer in
Affliction, and the little piece, My Father's House"

"You have the kernel of the matter in those. But don't
you know The Journey to The East and Why Thomas
Went?"

"No, Prince. I have heard that they are for
theologians."

"They are for Timotheans," he cried. "They are two
golden keys for unlocking the entire universe. Will you,
. please, tell me your name?"

"I am Theodora."

She was beginning to wonder if she were. She was
now talking with the heir to the Empire about a deprived
priest in exile on the count of heresy. The Ballet,
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